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As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am I:

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till as the seas gang dry:

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi5 the sun;

I will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee wed, my only Luve!

And fare thee weel a while!
And I will come again, my Luve,

Thos it were ten thousand mile.

Haste thee. Nymph
JOHN MILTON
HASTE thee, Nymph, and bring with thee
Jest, and youthful Jollity,
Quips and Cranks and wanton Wiles,
Nods and Becks and wreathed Smiles,
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek,
And love to live in dimple sleek;
Sport that wrinkled Care derides,
And Laughter holding both his sides.
Come, and trip^it, as you go,
On the light fantastic toe;
And in thy right hand lead with thee
The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty;
And, if I give thee honour due,
Mirth, admit me of thy crew,
To live with her, and live with thee,
In unreproved pleasures free;